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JF Hen this Unfortunate Play implares 
: Tour Patronage , .it is an Humble 
Adtleſſor to You, even for that common Soſa e 
Humanity, as the Reception of a per 
fugec, hunted out ' of 'the* War 

a ox helterer under Tour Hoſpitable Fra And 

Tour Good Graces ſhali vouchbſafe it that kind 
ntertainment,' I Reſeech\ You to - look, upon 

J-- i as a « forlom Brat, turned out abroad under 
the Curſe of thoſe Sour Grapes, the Faults and 
Misfortunes f the unhappy Author. And re- 
ably, under that Prejudice that lours upon me ; 
| 1 may truly ſay, could I pretend to never ſo 


at an Interefl in the Muſcs, as that i am 
from; I Plant but at a Noith-Wall, rear 
that Fraitle Nurſery, where 1 am certain 
fo be Child and Blafted : So'miſ»rable it is to 
live, where nog one Beam ſmiles. 
I A 2 And 
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Mt ->.. 4 poet parece ch 
groans beneath a perfeft Turkiſh Cl © 
where Sentence. and Execution are ſo wholly 
Arbitrary, that y Black Nagy and —_ 
ring are im, withoxt"Proceſs” or Try 
|. But the buppitr Favdutite - (Lord?) 
What Moder can they © perform! Can Write 
as the Famous Witherington Fought, upon their 


very Stumps. For, 


The Lucky have whole Days, WP» 
they chulſc. 
ORINTp fave but Hours, and = 


—Asa kak Oracle tells ws. 


Poetry is ſo much the Createre of | Favour , 
that *tis not the. Oar, but the Stamp ' that . 
fets the. walne. A Darling” Maſe ſhalt make 
Medals of. what an Abdicate Scribler ſhall 
hardly paſs for Counters. 
Phoanehotlon ri Gl ns Theme, the 

ity of . this poor Plays Fortune, and | 
__ Ser Caſe; "tis now. ny. 
Mercy ; for tis Dedicated 'to' Worth: 
_ Goodneſs; itles, - fo property Tour own ; 
that 10 a Natural Candour, Sweetneſs of Tem- 
per, prideleſs Familiarity, and aff that Generows 


Diſpoſition 


have FP gh! Acquiſition nad 


= EE \ ing] Hh #00, 4s 


ys 


| ture;a Feather a Te Att GR 
we may trace Tour Rich Fountain 


Banks 


3o 


up to the 

of Cham, « mwtard and” cheriſW4 
+ by the Beams of an Alma I I_ 

than BY own ſmiling Genms ;, I 

gpl yoend er og, You are equa hore 

as mell for the Bras 6: the Caro Gel 


man. 


And, faith,Sir, now I hats Or an | Ehglifh 
Fo oamge he that with all the true Quali- 
Gentility, Irves like Tour ſelf, above 


| rg” Wo 


Attendance and Dependance the 
Cowlcan urſe far from bis Door, a plentiful 


Eftate his fair elf as Argent, and a Bravery of 
Spirit 20 enrich that fair Coat, may be truly ſaid 
to be more.a Prince than be that fill a Throw : 
> whilſt free and wuncontrould, within his ownſmal- 
ter Province 0 Command, he Reigns more Ab- 
Jong, than the "prouder Crowned Head in all 

and Territories, that Larger Cantos 
if fthe I whoejdes bis Cares and A 


eortrs; 
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| mpting the Pa- 
t,t muſt rather chec the, ation of 
th + Tre though verſo ith. Tor dr 
as knowing that Fou. can taſter, defer ve Emcomi- 
wms thes four them; nd which fulencing Com: 
mand upon me, 1 can only conclude with ſubſcri- 


ling my ſelf 
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_ Spoken by Mrs. = 


fe Siege, 

nigedias wn} Moree .th 

7 many Toung headlong 
—pwreirg- by 


Ward oy 


Our humble Scribler t nite. | 
A Poet may, , once iv an Age, * CREE 

Heve the rows bind hel Ate "Ke 

1 They gain your favours flow, but then they laſt... 
Four Lind Embrace they wis and bold as f d | 
With us, our Sex alone, to your diſerace 


Tow're theſe wild Str all at Rovers, 

Toure rea np rd {he thing but Lovers ; 

' Janth, Beauty, Virtih, all will do no good: 

Lond Conftant every where, akon . 
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Abi es who * 
Orontcs, King vol 
- Mr. Freeman. 


Briomar, his C 
Micran + Zeyias NES, 0. Rs. 


A. Generous Revenge, 


-ACT I. SCENE 1. 


TEE 


Tygranes, Herminia, 4nd Avrendants & | 
and won the Worlds divineſt 


- 


ſounds ' muſt.not bear. 


T heſe too | | 
me! I» che Voice of Truth ſo frightfull ! 


# 


0097s 


tedgment 


\ 


; ad Hh 
$ Heav ns , 


Bleſling : 3* 
Heav'n 
g e 
too poor Acknow 


divide the Stars; 


+ we. T z 
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King Welcome fair Star, deſtending/Brightneſs welcome. | 


But oh— Thos, kneeling let 'me meet. the 


Emer 


prouder 


that Gratitude. © Buc when 
all the 


ppliant to your 


And fair Hermwnia* 
eſt Receiver with his bendin 


py 
r. Oh King 
\miling, 
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Kneel ! Is that all * For every common 
And proſtrate Soul makes bat 


With all the Joys 
To cirche that fair 


Come ſu 


,We 
The 
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if 
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For I have ſtood too near too near that Sun, 
From the Beams of whoſe too facal Fires 
Oh for a Cloud, dark as my Grave, to ſhrowd me. 
King. How, my Tygranes! Have Herminia's Eyes 
me a Rival ! 

Tygr. A Rivall No. Rivall's a Title for 
Gazers, Beauties bolder Homagers ; 

| T 


"dazling Beauty-to your Arms, 
Take her adorn'd all Loves thouſand Charms, 
Myriads of Bliſſes ſtar your happy Nights 
Thick as the Galaxy; and. Angel Quires 

Salute your ſmiling Days. . 

Herm, Virtue like Thine ! >” of [aſide 
Tygr. And nowif my finall Services deſerve. it, 
And this young Arm may- be that bold Petitioner, - 

Grant me the Oy Ls Wonders: eng 
Againſt your Honours and your Ki ocs 
que /p Sword. Yes ſend me to the Wars, 
The walks of Death, and Scenes of. Deſolation ; 
Far, far from Courts; that I may live remov'd 
From thoſe deſtroying Eyes. For, ob, my Kin 
1 would not ſtay within that dangerous Air - 
Where the leaſt Rebell Murmur may bur riſe 
To envy your fair Bliſs. i, 

King: lam all Confuſion ! 


. So dear, fo ſacred. Divine Felicity, 
+ not blot my Soul ba wit a Though 
6 * 2 
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pity, till the Gods 
GER pe ne 2 NN ons ai 
And grant thee peace or "me mine. * 
- Xo: Thou Miracle of Truth, and Like of Honeny, 

There's. ſomething -in' this moving Tale of pity; 
Breaths with fo ſweet an Accent, that if ought- - 
Leſs then reſigning the Divine Hertvinis 
Cou'd bleſs thy ſoft Deſires, my 
Shou'd _ all Barsto crown thy © 

Der: is too Kind. 

mg. But ſince a Sword, {Ovens 

Is a'l rhe Boon thy modeſt Prayers can wks 
Thou ſkate have thy Deſire: Y 
| t have (— 
F have a Cauſe that wants an Arm I 
Ne EE ena 

cr ,t 
Wears om loſt Honour on his conquering 'Sword. * © 
Nor is this all, -I "have loſt a Siſter too. © 

. Tygr. And with that Siſter, Sir, the nobleſt Martyr 
Trrmnank vow ere butcher'd, your? Orſanes 

Roya 

By Wars roygh* CS Boytbiar's Priſoner ; - 


By his inhbumane hae) Ayres +2 SIR 


Mn his col& blond ſent 

My Dear wrong'd Siſter, thon too wretched Mourner,, 

The Lord of aff thy Vowsthat bloudy facrifice, 

So loud thy Rain? and ſo Fr A thy 07 ag 

That bleeding Per 

yay 1hines a Can 
. Reſerv'd for brave Tygraner > | 

For 'T young Worthy, thy Hluſtrious Arme 

Sb-Il lead my LEES to the 'Ficld. 

Waſh thou the 

Whilſt wwe 


= 


Soul-—- 
Wikkes- 


and Scourge that Tyrant 3: 
edge thy keew ftoet, bed 
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SCENE, olonedd to 4 Pavilion, - 
_ Enter Briomier, meeting Celeſtina and Roſalin. 


in my Royall Maſters 
aa hoon _ | 
ET rome Mepereh he wou®#'lſt fay : be honeſt - ware Parakte 


Barbarian Lord his T ithes. 
- > - op hISE: $——=—i 


| "pg WE | 
| DI Orſanes Nourderer * 


What Beauty, and Pootagg dear 
okra, pony ag Oe EN 


Of a boſt —_ wore the ts Chains 

Could his too er Nege eioad ao that 

Low- Morder to remove a Rivall 

By ſhamefblt Blow? uoperalled Infamy — - 

Brinn, "Tin true | own; wild Rage and wilder Love 

- Have play the Savage. But ratone his Crime 

Has not the ſenſe of his Dereſted ſhame 

Touch'd his Relenting Soul ſo near, till kid 

Even by the wounds of his own bleeding Sacrifice 

He Dies where he *has deſtr: {6 dies —But ſhe 

Deaf to his Wound and blind to her own Happineſs, 
what iofituating Female Folly, 


By 
Her prichious Frenzy beſt can tell, 
Diſdains his \indall is offers Diadems, 
And ſtrangly flies that Hnnour 
Wheze her dryed Tears, TE POIREY ſleep: 


h2S 


- 


4 
* = + -D 


, " . - 
4 - * - 
- 
"a. " fV ; . . = bh be 4 
N - $ 


_ 


5 $4 * 


— 


Celeft. - ”. | : 
; ya eget bud - | 1# 

® pours down this-Seorn on' his unpardon'd murderer 3 | ( 
_ Scythian, what then ? Art, Thou, thou wg eng) wo 


A Judge of Honour 3 orc Foro fp 
- wy or every gr to 
3 4 dart hon A In King?” 
| And d u 4 ! 
Have Clariſmunds Smiles, her Eo 
Brib'd thee this-partiall Advocate for Craelty ? 
Cel. Againſs. my King ! ago (hs World an Advocate 
1 hen Kings but rk then Soveriagn 
When ys he power, 
T hat holds the Scales of Crowns. 
Briom, Well Celeftina,. thou correaſt m __ 
- But to perform my Kings Commiſſion ; ( 
i hopes my Province ) in his name [ beg 
Thy powerfull In with thy Angry Princeſs 
To gain him his to_ her Feet. 
Tell her 'tis his laſt Prayer : Nor dares he uſe 
A Conquerovurs Right to gain him bis Acceſs. 
-Love bas diſarm'd that power z; and now-no more 
Then her Petitioning Slave, th" Approach to thoſe 
Offended Eyes is only on his Knees. 
Celeſt: Well Scythian, tell him my prevailing Eloqueuce 
Shall gain him his Requelt. 
C Exit Briomar. 


So Roſalin, Thou look'ſt as thoud'ſt ſurvey me. 
If thou haſt read me round, which think'ſt than beſt 
My Fare or Pride becomes me ?-Or doſt think 
That the kind Clariſmunds's Royall Smiles . 
Have rais'd me higher than my Beauty merits, TEK. | 
Or my-Ambition covets ! | - 
 Roſal. Truly neither. 

 .If Beauty can deſerve, perhaps, that Face 

Has a fair litle; and for thy Ambition 
I durſt defy all the once bold Afpirers 
That battayl'd Heaven. to match thee. - 

Celeft, Truth, thou.-draw'lt _ 
So ncar the Life, that thou might'ſt play my Painter. 

Rof.. * lis not thy Beauty, ( _ ys - >. Boop 
Nor iv thy Towring Pride ( for woman 
No, Cdle/ ina, "tis thy wondrous _ 

_''4 hat takes up my amazement. 
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Bleſſing let my Preyers 
And curſe me Heaven, if ece [ak theo wore, 


Fins 4fs' Prins. 4 
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ACT. JI. SCENE, L 


A Pavilion Royal. 


Diſcovers Clarismunda ſeated attended o 
_ Celeftina and. Roſalin. 


Clar. ances, Oh that ever 
One 


And blot the Bluſhing Skies. 
Is Suff ring Virtue that-neglet of 
Not the leaſt care of ſhielding Providence 
Steps in to guard, nor one juſt Bolt t* ayen i 
But can my Sighs or Prayers recall = 
Ah no; th'irrevocable Doom's gone forth, 
And poſting Angclls ſpecd in Hits catch ir, 


That ineffeqtuall pra 
* That laſting ſhame, and lozd of Corſes ag me z 
 Thaxdiſtanr-bleſſings and remoter Peace - 
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Oront, Alas dear Hr 
.Clar. No King, [ have a Lacrecian Sout withia me : 
With more then all ber Wrongs, my Hope, Pgace, Life, 
All raviſh't by thy worſe then Targuin Cruelty. 
[—x if perhaps 1 © An; ene {rus 
onely to outaQt her Vengeance. . | 
|  * Shercur tine lerming Cove, aa rowing Thund ; 
; our that cha rowZing Lhunder 
; Hung o're her puniſhr Kavidhers head : ſhe dycd 
Before wat .- But | would live 4 
* -. FormineC(if let me live, ) live Tyrant 
- To wake the arming World for thy Deſtr 
— Oran. Oh hold my fair Accuſer, think, oh, think |, f 
When my mad Rage and all my brutall Fires 
Walk'd with that too hideous Arme of Death 
Twas onely Love that ſtruck the barbarous Blow. 
Claris. Love! + 2 
Orone, All commanding all refſtlefs Love. 
Ds oy fre? ay devey Blank. 
| to my pray rs 3 my nappy % 
, With all the Pte of tn inſulting Conquerour p 


6 af & +. ol 


Even ” 
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a; wo. > hy 
. Even lo kk Cluſrny | 
og | Sanetrand ſral's Gates of Paridice. | 
he 4; my | A 
And if my-burning Love and boyling” Envy , 
SwelPd my Deſpair too high, impute th" Effefts | 
To a too powerfull Caufe. Alas, I cnt 
Th? excluding Barr betwixt my Heav'n and Me. 
Claris. Yet hold——This In thy firſt black Guile. 
What thoth* Injuſtice of our partiall y 
Threw thke'enhappy Champion of our Cauſe, - 
By Warrs rough Chance a” Captive in thy Pow'r , _ 
Dares thy Barbarity make Love, great Love, 
A Plea for Murther ? Could that noble Paſſion 
Transforme thee to a Ruffian ? Had'ſt thou been 
This Godlike —_—_ thoud"ſt _ ſeen f 
hy tappy Rivall mote generons Envy : 
Andin 4% glorious Indignation freed him 
Frcm his vile Chains ; -bid him diſpute his Tithe 
To Clariſmunda's Heart with his drawn ſword. 
Had he ſo faln, and his trinmphant Conquerour - 
Staind with his warm warm Blood —thns hadf thon woed me—.. 
Bat in cold Murder, his pvor naked Throat EE 
Given up to Butchers Hands, thy Slaves and Hangmen 
Shame of a Throne, thou eternall Brand of Empire ! 
Oront. And is this all my Love muſt ever hope / 
Claris Hope wretched King ; why does thy tireſomeFolly. 
Force my repeated Scorne both of thy Crown and Thee 
Thas ofcen to pronounce the fatall neyer ? . 
.Orent. Never ! 
Claris. Shoud this degenerate Breaſt deſcend fo low 
Bu” to Dream Kindneſs to Orfaves Murderer ; 
Pde tear my Traytour Heart 'vp by, the Roors, 
But for ſo poox a Thought. e thee Yes, King, 
. If to owe thee Curſes-more then Plagues can pay thee - 
Thy dying Groans more Muſick to my ſoul, ' 
Then all the Quires of Heaven, be Love, I love thee, | 
Oront. Well, Madam, you-have ſworn my ſeal'd DeſtruQjony 
And rather then a Doom from that fair Mouth ow ' 
Should'want the Weight of Fate, with my own Hand, 
Vie ayd my Eabouritig Deſtiny. Go, Briomar, 
Draw ou t ten Thouſand Horſe, and in their Head,. 
Bear that relentl.ſs Beauty back to Perſia, 
A Preſentt? her avenging Brothers Arms. 
Claris. Ay, King, 0 hig— . 4 
Gran. Yes, go, dear charming Death. 
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———— 
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lar ths te ae Bao md IK 
go hunt down this Babarian, + 
00 cruell Vengeance; at Thy - T call, 
All thy arm'd ſhafts on this doom Head muſt Gl; 
And Humble kn Love ſhall bear e'm all. 
But dear edi irs if all all the pangs 
Of my poor bleed | 
Claris, All the old Hafall Thenie No more : no more. 
Remember, King, 1 have Your ſacred Promiſe 
"To ſend 'me to my 2 ig Brothers. ; 
Orom. True; I have — &-ocg dread Command 
Of Clariſmunda, _OIRING ice 
Then my Souls Death, ſhall . Go; Briomar, 
Performe your Charge ; ee fair. Inexorable 
T” her Royall Brothers Arms — But thoſe Srothers— 
Yes, lay my bluſhes and my ſhame ec'ms 
And tell the injur'd Majeſty of Per 
My ſoul unman'd, and all my Reaſon drownd, 
6 _ I! og oe 6 em too, 
rute offended, but repents. 
Tell e'm inſtead of all their Arm' Revenge, 
Death, Fire, and\ Sword, ſack Towns, and Citys 
Kind Hymens Torch preſents a gentler Fire. 
Claris, No more, yain talking Frenzy— 
Oront. Yes, beauteous Cruelty, 
Tell em that Mi Love— 
Claris. That Vengeance— 
Orone. With all the of immortal! Trath — 
Claris. With all the Horrours 'of Eternall fhame—— 
Orone. For. Mercy, Mercy, call. | 
Claris. For Blood, 'for Blood. 
Oren. For Blood than, "ſince no lefs then Blood mult pay. 
_ Go, | Briomar, that Torr ef Rnd. obey. 
Arme. Arme the World againſt this hated Head : 
And ——_ oy to _ this Monſter dead. 
I Fairy reature, Vaniſhing brightneſs, £0. 
Clarirmunda, 


7 Thou mult kill, why the poor P ſwords, 

Why arming Worlds, and- angry va againſt me. 

No, gore Deicy ; weil'd chy own bright Vengeance: 

And tend yes the Gods Expence wf Thunder fave, 
lend me from their Darts « nobler Grave. . 


Exment all bus Celeſtina 4 gre 


bye Now Roſatin, _ thinkft thou of my Sybil. - 
C2 


—_ 
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Reſal. 


Royall Conqueſt wear a promiſing Face Þ - 
Roſal. Fantom and Phrenzy. 
Celeft-Spight Spight and Envy ! No 1s, 
Thou ſnarling lafidelt, th* Oraculous Truth 
Had Heav*n in't, and | muſt, and, will beleive her. : 
Roſal. Well, if your Faith's ſo ſtrong,- beleive, and proſper. | 
Celeft. Yes Roſalin, and to confirme that Faith 
Sleeping this ſaw the ſweeteſt Viſion. 
Methoughrs, a glittring Troop danced all around me, --. 
Clapt their gay Wings, and in one ecchoing 'V 
Stupendious Words, that lightend as they ſpoke, 
Salated me with 
ow thou all Conqu Mirxcle, | 
Go on, Roy uerour ; conquer 
Till Poets make thee their Ecernall Song ; : 
AM wantqn Painters Jike the bold 
When they give Souls to ſhadows, from thy Heav'ns + [ 
Shall Sceal th*immortall: Foo, . 
"Ros. By Love all Raptur 
Cel. No ſooner was the guod Viſion va to, 
But ſtraight I dreamt of ir Grecian 
That drew the Swords of the Contending Univerſe 
The glorious ſubje&t of .a ten years War 
And the no leſs Jari Chnpars 
Bs ns TnEu Dhey bs 
Wi —_—_ , and Worlds 
Rof. Well, ou ind no leſs Originals 
Then E Sn or Greek Helens, 
Are thole fair Eyes your Dreams muſt copy, 
In that bleſt day my duteous Homage | 
Amongſt your kneeli ow "4 
Cel. Yes, that bleſt ; - 
Now to che Court, that. +0 of nga 
Where all the fer, the for the great Prize 
And doldly Sow phetr - to loſe or w 
And whilſt one 


vw yo I * \ TY” w a, 
- n % : . a , 
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bory 
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a I wi wr 
Love thy bright Ginny, op 
Thy Monarchs. Arms, and 

My whole unmurmuring 


" Enter M 
Meſs. Sir, ſome Officers wait your _ 


Emer Officers. 
Tygr. Admit Om. Well, my Warriours | 
How fare my valiant Hearts | _- 


d curfanox Cauſe ! | p 


10K. a alle ye my Souldier-—---- 
our Veins, and all our Lives ſhall ſpeak. 
Sir, Your great Allies have joyn'd us; - 


A noble Lu War. From Weſtern Nile 
To Eaſtern Indw Streams, united Aſia, 
Iy his goo proud Fanners to your Royall Standard. 
LOG and this EW, I think 
Troops, nor more reſolv'd Battalions, 
. fairer Front of the bold Sons of Glory 
Ne'er ſhook the Earth beneath them. _ 
1, Off. And great Sir, 
May I preſume to add one bold Word more. 
ae yo our Hearts after" our laſt loſt Battle 
edg our Swords for a new fairer Game, 
Pee NE Ot then, but Clariſnmundae now. 
Yes, my kind Souldier, in your laſt loſt. Game. 
A ker Quarrell, and a fainter Arm, 
Only Powers wanton Luxury, Ambi:ion, 
F then ; But a Diviner Cauſe, weeng' Honour, -. 
| Sacred” Vengeance now, | 4 
EA / oo  -... 


oy o= 
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Znte? Ring and Herwptain, Mirvan, dmorig, Guards, &+ 

King. 'My beſt Tygranes | an 
prfed he L mn War, 
Apd bok ir of Fame z my waiting Armyes - 
Call thy Commanding Art to lead *em fotth co Glory 


__ Ter. As faras human&Strength can for Glor : 
This Arm ſhall lead ; -agd Sir £0joyn Arm , 


o 


{ hope the Great Deciding Powers, that hold 
1he Fate of War and-turn the Scales of Battle, 
Have one kind Lawrell for the poor Tygranes. 
For- "tis but Juſtice, Heav'n 5 one Smiling Day 
Portion 


For all the melancholly 
Your unkind Stars have me. And for all 


The Maſly Favours you ave /heap'd upon 
Great Sir permit my bending Duty fall oa 
1 hus low to take up"the fair Load of Honour. 
King Riſe, my Tygraves, This too humble Gratitude 
_ the Gift 1 make. . 


b4 Orepays ! No ! Sir. 
You've lodg'4 in this Young -Arma Truſt ſo-glorious—--- 
King And thou'lt diſcharge it with a Faith morg glorious. 
Tygr. I hope indeed | ſhall. This 1 dare 3 
; 120 ken for War, ſoarm'd. for Battle, . 
My Cauſe ſo Precious and my Life ſo worth 
That the Great Game of Death was never play 
By a leſs ſhaking Hand. ' 
_ King. So ſpeak the Souls | 
Of our Great Race, thetranſmigrating Fires 
That warm thy noble Breaſt. : 
Tygr. But Sir hefore1 go, take my Laſt Prayer : 
May all the Sweets of ever fragrant Love = 
Heap your full Jo s. *Twixt that fair Heaven and You 
Eternall Jo Peans ing'before you ; 
Smiles wake Your Morns, and Angells lull your Sleeps. 
King. This is too kind Tygranes, 
Tygr. And when in my Rough Toyls and heavyer Marches 
Amidſt the Shriller Louder Voice of War 
Some ſofcer Trump of Fame ſhall ſweetly Chant 
In my pleafs'd Ears how fair Herminia loves : 
How that all Nuptiall Truth, all Bridall Sweetneſs 
With all the Riot © unmeaſyr'd blifſes 
Crowns the dear Love of her embracing Lord ; 
When 1 ſtall hear that dear that bleſſed Sound, . 


ares 
And roll own Vitory on that bleſt Head, 
Vie borrow from the Arms - br om 
A bending Knee to Hen for dear ances. 
Tygr. And will the kind Herminia do all this, 
| "For loſt Tygranes, the Divine Herminia ; = 
A. Beauteous Suppliant to th* immortall Throne | | 
Breath a ſoft Prayer, and melt, the-liftning Gods,. 
And all for worthleſs me! Then 1 mm orepay'd 
. For all my bleeding fighs. So bleſt— 
Herm. $o bleſt, if ſhe can give thee bleſſings, . all my Orifons- 
My tendreſt Vows for Thy Succeſs Ie pay, 
With ſo mpch Zeal the pious offering giv 
Whilſt thou ſhalt combat Earth Vie wreſtle Heav'n. 
King.. Hold my Herminja, thou too Godlike Goodneſs, 
And take me with thee in this generous Cohteſt. 
A Prayer for dear Tygraner! Prayers and Hecatombs : 
In and Sacrifice, all Pomp Divide ; 
Altars ſhall ſmoak anf! blazing Femples Shine. 
United Heaven and Earth ſhall joyn for Thee ; 
Thou and the World, brave Youth, the Gods and we.. 
» Enter Mellenger. | 
Ac. Your Royall Siſter 
Conducted by ten-thouſand Scythian Horſe 
'} Sent by the Mercy of her picying Conquerour,, G 
Free and gnranſom'd is returning home. 
| King. Free and unranſom'd ! Yes, relenting Tyrant; 
Like flowry Garlands to a bleeding Vidtim, . | 
A amends for-Clari/munda's Wrongs. 
.. For- the Rece of our Royall Siſter, 
waſte : 


Orimon, draw forth a thouſand Horſe 
That theſe embracing-Arms may fly to meet her. Eieit<. 
* King. My dear vie, the ſoft ſweers of Love. 

Till this-dleſt Minute have been” alt my Theme. 

Fat now, my friref, am forc'd to. _ 


oft » 


} | d. 
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3 ""s T* "i . a 
From the kind 'Armg of Joy one hour for pity. 
| have a mourning Siſter, "OI. 
A- wrong'd one my Hermini«, whoſe Returne 
Maſt calls Tear even from the Eyes cf Love. , 
; Filtear for Clariſmunda | Yes my dear 4 

Lov' rd, if that wrong'd Siſter does nd 
The Roysll Tribute of thoſe richer Pearle, 
1 hope you'll give theſe Eyes the Leave to add 
Their pions g too. . 

King, Thine, my Herminia! - ES! 

Queen. Mint, and all Eyes. At bleeding Virtues Sufferings 
Our Griefs are but our Sympathetick pains. | 
Each” melting Eye at rewres Bry mourns : _ 
1he Loadſtar draws, and trembling Pity turns. 


- 
_ 


Eiter Tygrancs Leading Clarifmunda, Celeſtins, 
" Reath oe, | , 


a 


- 


A My Brother - pd cap a 4: FE, 
eto-thy Arms, thy generous pitying Arms 
, This Load of Miſery, Deſpair and Ruin. , 
King. Fair Flower of Paradice, the ſweeteſt Roſe 
Set in the Thorns of Life, dear . Royall Mourner 
My Souls beſt half, my own imnortall Veins. 
Cler. Thy Veins ! 
By the embitter'd Gall of Woes all poyſon'd, 


[The King gazes on Celeſtina. 


My | lood rans Death, and | am thy Veins no more 
"King Whatdo [I ſee! Great Gods! 
Clar, But, oh, dread Sir, We | 
In my affrighting Wounds, my Savage Wrongs, 
] have brought home—---- ' | 3 
King, Thoſe Eyet, my Clariſmunda— 
Clay. Eyes Sir ! — 
King. Thoſe: Wrongs, my Siſter--—-But . 
. Clar. Thoſe Wrongs indeed ! So: wrong 
4 There's not that miniſtring Saint at Heavens high Throne 
- Eut midſt his Sceries of ever Joys, * 
' Looks down on Claricmunds"s hi 
Mine, mine's a Cauſe—— | 
King. ty Heavens, amazing Fair—-- 
_ Clay. Th ſays my King 
Kong. Cauſe my. Sweet, ON. __ 
Cle Yes, ©y dear Brother, end what ore then Brother 
My Champion ang wy, King ; By thoſe great Names 


he 


dns - if 4 


No Sir that once fair Chriſtall Fountain - 


Tcallt - 


_ 


"+4 
I, 


= 
3 -y 7 


'E munc p Diſcourſe in the mean -_ 
['whila in dumb ſhow with the Queen ant" Tyegr. 
—_ a——_— i mark Kine Charming rye ; 
- Ay, and that aring King too. - [ aſide to Amorin. 
King. That Lady [to Luk” p 
Art. My dread Lard} - King. Fhat fair one. 
Cdeft. Shoot home my Charms tnow my Prophetick Glory ! [fide 
Mir. Shine out fair ſtranger [ſide to Celeſtina. 
Celeſt. Boy |! .- MF. There's Honour near ye. 
Tygr. Dear Siſter theſe Reſenting Murmurs ſpeak 
With ſuch an Em | 
. Clar. Do they ſpeak Brother ! 
They muſt a&too : Theſe wrongs that find a Tongue | 
Muſt find an Arm; Tygranes. » Tygr. Yes Royall pateeers | . | 


Thou ſhalt have vat 
i and ayding 


King. Succeed and Challenge that Reward,my Artaban [| to Arta. 
[ Excunt all bus Celeſtina and Mirvan. © 


Now my kind Sybil ghou haſt iſe - 

And I could kneel to thank thy Charming Oracle. 

Oh Beanty ! Love and Triumph wait Throne, 

Hold my kind Togt ibid, the Game"s'my own. CExit. 
Air. 50 3—4 poor lave has Charms to ſnare a King: 


Yes, =_ periall Thunderer 
Hangs gathering o're thee in a ing Shower, 


And tis but ſpreading of thy Smiles him © , [ 
Tocatch the Golden God.—-well ! There's Love for you > | 
Death ! what was I born for ? Love's not my Province: / 
The Sweets of Life are baniſh't from theſe Li | 
EEE 
Born with a Face perhaps thave 
. Till mercinary oO. Bar 

Cf dag on pie $ my -Cradle, 
- And the Creation, — 


left me 2 dyll Drone 


- 


a. 
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ACT:HLSCENEL 
Hermiaia a Soyping ow's couch attended br 


al 
rod - 
that wake 


"For ob the Foal fr ob the Fools, axle blind Love © Godt 
So- when fair Celia mourud to. 

She ſaw the Tempef 7 Mm fu 
Ard all reſpread ber riſing . 


Morningi dawn , 
_— Fate was quite 0'recaft | 
EEE 
ut t emmms 
Inbriils Earthly* of roy 
Poor Celia me Ye dfpar 
There"s Starrs above, there's farrs t0 crown thee brig brey there. 


The Scene fbuts and Mix. ani Amo. auvence apon the Stage. . 


Amor. H Airvas, this fair Scyrhio, Charms: arc ſure 
Made up of Prodigy ; and the blind God 
Has. ſtockt her with Shafts, ber Eyes Diſdain 


10 play a lefler Game then Miracles, - 
Air. Miracles indeed: An vaknown Stranger face 
amy; wh: here 2 Monarcty. 


= ———_ ” 
" = of 


; ;< <4 et. 
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Mi 4 8" - 
| A yamty. res jor FEI bo x nt 

The very Virgin Bloſhes-0n: 228 

Still warme; that lovel Rake gab [tn 

And all the fragrant -Swar 

Abandon'd, —4 all this = 

— he By the ſtrange an Ea wanton 

hat Scarce held one the Conribp cog boys, Ka y ; 
But See the 


__ 0 Fes Dan ing rav 


-. dont Eyes hy NY 


now Put my dear Loſt Mrs,, | . 
The poor Hernia, - what a mournfpll, 
Haſt thou in. this gay. Sceng,. Tog King-— 
Was it for this, in-thy firſt blooming Youth, 
By thy Imperiall Fathers kind 
A "Vidtant in the fair Coury of Indie, 
That Early Votarye” Herminia's. Eygs, 
| Fw dear Feet——— Ou injur'd Goodnef 


As theearly brand of « Court Slave, - 
(A dog a nobler Creature ) took Man from me, 


This white ſhe-devil do not prove at laſt 
That firebrand, that State-Firebrand, as ſhall one day 
Set Perſia in a "Flame :——if this ſhe-Phacton 
Prove not at laſt the arranteſt ieyance 
Bhs ruin'd Mongrel, & Sock'5 Nec 4 
m es believed no more. 
LEP Queen 1d Clariſmunda. 
_ neen, The Tree _ my ſoul, my—tear Lords Love, 
The hoarded Maſs of a whole Ages Bliſs 
All by one midnight Thief far ever loſt. 
"Cler. Indeed my py — "Ik fn 
- Melts pity from my Eyesz and Hermisia, 


"I 


4 © + w" o 


ive of -tay «xo 
With ſo unjuſt a Stain. 


Tir, was incorent. 
When angry Providence- Tofres to ki | 


Ie cafily finds the Means. Mifery, "5 
Misfortyne ſtill like Weeds and poyſons_ Shoot. 
Alas they want a very little Root. - - 

Clar. Sweet murmurin $ DR thy mografut plaints 
And bear thy Fo ow þ Werlds 
Let thy dark” ſhades-make thy fair es - 
"Tis the True Diamond that ſhines by night. 

And then the frowns of Fortune we ont brave 
When Grief is not our Tyrant, but our ſlaye. Excunt 
—_— difgnir'd attended _- by Briomar. 

Oront Yonder moves, my moves, 
But why do f not follow her wber—, Lngay 
Run to my doom, ard” catch her blaſting _ 
Bid alt her blazing on = tr 
Covort the Keen 

Briom. Oh R Sir, t 
Will your Raſh Love ex Gcpoſe your Lie 
Yes, if bold Truth may ipeak, to — enprince 
Nay what unmanly Dangers. — Orone; Providing fool _ 

No more profane Refletions-on ® Cauſe 
So ſacred. Priers. Can there be-x Cauſe fo ſacred 


Di to quit your IM Con 


ures 
— 
Clariſmunds ty ry 
Sow. Death 1 confeſs is Woe hh coral any. 


w * - fi 


— agony val Deep wad) launch: 5 that 


” 
. 
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| Bat when he Gre nk Da, they coghttg mam 
Youre born to Empire, . a he Charge of Kiagdols 
A Royall jr py ed people 3. | 
Beſides a Laps you, 
Arms at your Gates, Ve ce round wW 
That thou ſeek cx nobdly, Crown'd Heads 
Should not fall cruſht like pvor ves, p 
But build their Monuments when > their Graves. 
—— —_ Te I thank thy ve. 

is true rgc of Empire upon us. 

Yet Heav*ns Vicegereats ayarF-3:f pf | 


But we have a little of the Man about- us. . | 
Shackled with Soveraignty, and tyed up to Honour, 
Weare not ſo faſt to golden Fetters curſt, 
But Loveone Liak of the long Chait may burſt. | 
Oh Briomar— | have that laſt Account yet to make ug 
To that Fair Tyrants Ear before 1 dye.. | . 
| Thazoo ten ax eng Beg Peas — 
By y Loyalty.] muſt con 
Under the ſhelter Þ this . 
me at! Acceſs, But one bleſt Minute 
Lenigg gag ry Diſgis fo rule 
4 r can you 
Your maſter*'d Paſſion; as to keep your | 4, 
No frantick ſtart to burſt your guardian - 
Sir, dare you promiſe mea— Oront. Yes I dare ife. 
Shall 1 performe my Briomar ? _ Brjiom How Sir. 
" Oromt. No more; Ile be _ on 
Briom. Then Sir, my Duty diſpute no more; 
Th Acceſs beobtain'd : T I much fear * 
Effefts too diſmall Oro. Leave $ to Fate: 
Love, ſpurs the Leap, and Danger Checks too -late; 
Scene a- Room of State. 


Emnter-Celeſtina, Rofalia and Women. 
Roſ. Madam, five, hundred Talents from. the King, — 
Cel. Have Kiſt my Hand this Morning, Ko. From Great Love- 
2 0 ITE Cel. To buy me pins. , 
A ſmall Oblation. But my Royall Vaſſall | 


bye thei Tribute __ 


Excnnt. 


6 --+ 
EA 


, %+, . 


Say is a Mt 


Roſa. Your Congue at 2-4-n1 
LE Nay oh ve ? T ' YI . ] "of > "— ' Ji, ag ox < 
ſurfe 4 1 pet £ 4 To : - = L no 
He dunk ſoderp, that hey cat th S 
"Ma r 1 | 
Cel. Hat" ' 
The | \ 


Her 
Iffo ;;1 —— 
Like my 

the Wor 


iy 


Claris. | ſtoop b 
To talk with Sin aad 


A Champion in hy == Jaſtce 
+ oL. oy Faulrs oft Four pr 

” No; t e Syren undon thee - 
Shall not pour PLE 


| Rich prize fo tambly. : | 
Nie talk wig 1 oo L 25/'> Jl We. + 
Cel 1 heſe happy. W 
_ bonne and thus grace's == 
ou've ſo ſurprized with this wond Goodnefh, 
Took me ſo unpreps hire — 


I- cane to meet I've. fe [ 
— The Viſitant:I 
But half this Þ 
You came to "UE 
And prouder to what 
Honour can give, or Honot 
As ſuch, no cn dy 1 
Clar. Honour 
That ere adorn'd the Fai 
Ineſtimable wealth ; whilſtwe-wear Thee 
We have arch he we (ines of 
Enough t'cnrich. 
Our Eyes. are 
Thar lights "em xx cry 


Unmakes the-work of G! 
Celeft. Ay, now, y an 
Honour our Sexes 


Thef 


ao - The Spheurby Charms have rie! the to! No than 
Co dieting þ OI, | 
tuating, falſe 


u9 writh Power, thou vile! Wſorper. 


Celeſt. Uſurper / Thaciimihitive lap of - Majeſty, 


That 
Your puny yor Nelics fore ſure 
A fairer name. 


Thelictle Murmures der 


Preregative! no Madam - 
can find my Glories 


A fairer name! Celeft. perbaps I 


Hare been too beily "with"your-Boyul 


. | a 
Let the Kings Heatt, and theſe Tidorion Eyes 
Tell the in-Wdilag-4 Conqueſt 

Claris. Whit-do 


' As my 


Of bluſbleſs Guile! Ton firſt 


Tallow her a fair 
And all the Oy the Toles her 
Nay, and to _— 
] have permitt 
Civilityes of a Wiker, 
Celeſt. And let me-tell y 
A Common Condeſcenfion ' a 


. To 


ve a Wife that Liberty. | 
Claris. Great Gods ” Fhis ' is beyond all mortall Patience. , 


She gives her Husband Leave , "tis ſhe 
= Favours all--- 
Oh poor -- 257006 Adj thou” 


kf the 


inking's hal | 
Claris. No, thou too hardend Brow, didſt thou bur know 
What ris to be--- 


Cel.-T he Mrs. of. a King — 


z 4 

be. 

Creature / 

Is thy Lethargick Sleep of Death fo deaf 

To all th* Alarms of fafamy and Vengeance 
P That not one ing Horror 

| ——_ thee what regonck v thou haſt heap'd 

Wayling Innocence, wrong'd Herminia ; 

Soatch/q py Lord from her embracing Arms, 

| And left her mourning Days and widow'd Nights : 
Rob'd all her Deareſi Joys. . - 


Her Charms are not ſo loſt, but thouſand Cupids 
Wit thouſand Darts, and every Shaft a Heart, 
Attend the dayly Triumphs of her Eyes. 
Claris, Oh my Chaſt Ears! [aſode. 
Cel. What though th*-uogratezall King _ 
Has play'd the Wanderer 3 can that fair Shrine 
Want ers! The world is not ſo poor. 
Claris, Hold profane Jaſolent / that ſulphurous Breath. 
Rooted with -horrour'I have heard thee out; ._ 
And a chill Damp about my tre: Heart 
Has but juſt left me blood enough to bluſh 
7} hat thou wert born*of Woman. | 
Quick Let me fly that cloven footed Treaſon, ; 
_ Leaſt yawning —_ ſwallowing Graves receive me. +» Exu. 
b Cel. Poor angry thing farewell 3 chattring Daws 
| Diſmount my Eagle Flig] = 
That bugbear Conſcience! No, 
I've Loves whole Feaſt before me. 


F 
_ - k 


And let thoſe 


- 


Herns, Art ſure this is the Kings Retiring Hour, .. 
And this the place to meet him 2-..; {/. _ -- 
Amor. EV ey Minate w al Yb eo! 1 
But dear Madam 


His Preſente'is 
yr, that this ſmall ſervice 


I have one humble 
Of your Obedient ſlave be kepta Setret ; 

This is forbidden Ground, and "twilk be more TY 

Then half the price of my poor Life to ſerve:you. :: 

Her. Fear not ſwettt Youth, thee from that Danger. (Ex. 
Forbidden Ground ! Is Love a Critne fomortall ? CAmo, 
And am I grown that poyſon to his Eyes!» _ | 
Oh for the Spirit of the great Semiramic, 

To meet my and ſtemm the ſtorm that ſinks me 

No, a too _ an a es within me, 

Weep like a bencath-my ſufferings ; 

Natune intended me ſome humble ſhepherdeſs, 7 

A-Creature born to bfeath her plaints to Woods 

And helpleſs Groves, to mix her feeble Tears | 
In murmuring Brooks; too weak ta; weild the; Thunder, 
And rowze the ſleeping Rage of injur'd Majeſty. 


King. Herminia fla That Face, and in theſe Walls ! 
Methinks 1 feel a chilling Damp within me, 
A ſecret check from thoſe accuſing Eyes—— 


Let my retiring ſhame—— [. going back, 
Herm. My Lord; my King ! 1 King. Madam-— 
Herm. 1 have a Grace to + Not that I'd ask 


Ungratefull —_ _— You. / vas — 

From. all your long "long Hours ier Bliſſes, 

Hermima, fore, may beg one borrow'd uke— 
King "That painfull Minute [ aſide. 
Her. There was once a day. 

When underneath my Native Royall Roof, 

TH Imperiall Towrs of the-proud Indian'Court, 

To my firſt Virgin, Charms «. gawdy Train 

Of ſuppliant Kings, all ives to my Eyes 

Knelt at my Feet, unleſs their Sighs deceived me, 

(For they were men and *tis a flattering World ) 

I think (if you bave not quite forgor} my Lord 

Was one of that fair Train, and : d me too, _ 


% 


£2 < 


oy ny ceaſe to mwurn. - - 
. Alas Hlerminia! © 0 


PROG we were” flats Garepdenti BAY 
To \» mnch Truth, a Love like thine ; "tis with 


Thou woud'ſt ia 
Or if ſhe e'er had'an Fare vary ag Tt; 
Remembrance, —_—_— oights Dreams the thin! 
And raniſhing Shaddow gone, they- arc-all- loſt 
In Celeftnd's Arms, chat all all Bavither 
Ofall iny puny ay Joys, my Life. 
ad {IJ7, 41 
Cale itt: killin _ —_ ccondder me. * 
As a poor hel Aaench driven: theadlony by 
An unaccountable reſiſtieſs Power. 
Alas, I wou'd be faichfoll if I 'con'd. 
All that I can, command my bleeding heart,: 
My bending Neck,' my Head beneath' rhy_ Feet ; 
Theſe 1 can grafitz but do not'ak bles- 
Herm. |mpollibles ! nay then f my . Fate. 
King. If it be Tate "tis-paſt dur ins: power 
To reverſe Deſtiny, and in ſubmitting 
T' immutable. Decree exalted Virtue 
Exerrs her nobleſt Wiſdom Patience. 
Herm. Patience, «© © Emer 
Yes Sir you take the. neareſt way to teach it me, 
For when your ſtrange ankindaefs ives me death, 
I _ be huſhe all _ xg 
ing. Madam,” wy Oariey mes we from your ſght 
The greek Peght of icy e expe 
To ſhut our we _ reirefs. [ Offring ##/g0, 
Herm. Oh ſtay upon "my Knees Ldo conjure you. , 


-” 


Move 


Pry Y - | | >) '» "* 74 J ) 


ES og 
w that poor Mercy to the loſt Herminia, | 


To ſtay one little Minuee from tber- Arms. - 
206 3" e Oh Ring, con-Beiorkiina pled in ra 


Whole pityi 
e 
Oh Sir Salider rayſe your 
To the exalted charms of ike Verge 3 _- 
Think what ſoft Down iv Loves rich Bed of Honour, 
Fills the calm. pillows of embracing Innocence. . 

Kg. Oh my Tygranes. - Hers. Yes my dear lov'd Lord 
In theſe incircling Arms theſe chaſt Embraces 
No guilty Dreams the ſtarts -of frighted fin 
And pangs of will wake your ſ'eeps, 
But fair all Heav\nly Forms feale your clos'd Eyes, 
And Quires of _Angells lull your Golden lumbers- 

King, Alas my F ity Herm. Oh my Stars / 
1 ſee a dawning in his Eyes 
t reak forth my riſing Sun and make it all 
Immortall Day and ever ſhining Joys. 
Take Take your kneeling Moarner to' your Arms ; 
Tae me to love, be kind and bid me live, 
And ſtab my bleeding breaking Heart no more. 

King. Thou talk'ſt, ſweet Murmurer—— 

Tygr. Oh Sir embrace the bleſſed Minute, 
Return to her dear Arms, xeturn to all 
The Joys of Earth and the Rewards of Heav'n : 
Think but what ſhining Hoſt of Supliant Saints _ 
Expand their Arms © embrace thy Repentance- 

ing. My dear Tygranes, ; 

My Fanie, my Crown, and my Imperiall Cauſe 
Call thee. ro Arms; to Arms: My _— Legions, _ 


And 1 6 Armicd wait thee in_thelr head, 1, 

Go forth my Son of War" 0 inocrew -— 

_ to the Field. pd x 
m_ 


| 9if* 0 v»3%9 
« _ 
Oh run, 


To! 
Myriads ed © der your pln Y * 


rea morrow'; - 
Run toher. Boſom: :. 
Tivp. Wind Ares! Hark. Me Yen Tremp Tygrancs, 
Ha a Mims ig 

4. p > 
"Tis that that founds to call thy w ing Heart 
To theſe abandon'd Arms. 


benny 


King. The Tyran | | 
As E rionIcy/N Wrongs. . 
The Seytbir is, | Exit 1 
Matter Hernnies wean” - > 77x how 
Deen, Too cruell Khiig, 


Sure Kam not the firſt axkippyiANfornia | 

That wept for Broken Vows, and faithlefs Man : 

Yet ſure the firſt "that/ ever 'wepc-ſo ſoon ; 

So Young, ſo early loſt, ith® very: Morn | - 

Of Love for ever ſett—— Put taint . 

So much 1 owe thee” for this wonddans 

What kind Return can this vaſt Debt defray ? 

w_ I am too Poor I muſt beg Heay'n to pay. Exic, 
Por: Such charms and this unkind Return! Ah King, 

Had thoſe dear Eyes bot ſmiled on bleſt Tygraxcs 

How had 1 lov'd! Oh Beauty,in thy whole Divinity 

How narrow is thy Attribuce of Mercy ; 

Thy Soveraign power of Life and Death ſo ſhackled, 

That in a thouſand Bleeding hearts before thee, 

Thy kind repreiving ſmile-can fare but one !- 

Nay, and that very fingle-Mercy too.” 

Is often dealt with that unlocky Hand, 

Made ſome ungratefull; taſtleſs Infidells prize, . | 

Whilſt periſhing” Truth Rands by and ſtarving dyes. Exit. 


Fink 45. 7 et2ij. 
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ACT. IV. SCENE. 1. 


| Celelins and Reſalin. 
Cel. q"H Embraces 'of a King ! Poor Satisfa&tion ! 


A Monarchs Darlin a Kingdoms thing 
All a diſhonourd Blot, the IN ch 7-0 
And common Tale of every $ i ſlave. 
The Queen /—— Ay, ſhe ev'n in her loweſt ſufferings 
Outſhines my talleſt Pride. The peoples Love 


And th univerſall pity of mankind _ 
Like perfum'd Sweets embalm her fragrant Fame. + 
But me their Hate and 'Scorn 4 my very Sex 
Stand at @ Bay all frighted ' at my. Name 
And drive me like a hunted Fogitive 
From out the Herd of Life, I cannot bear it. 

Roſ. Dear Madam — Cel. Oh thou tying Oracle, where's 
My promiſt Mountains, all your Boaſted Miracles ! 
No 3 Flattring » cell tn Lot of Darkneſs 
Uy is no 4 BIG , oy .——* 
Falſe Prophet t I ſhould raign ceaſure. 

Rof. 1f Soveraignty, Dominion ; if to hold 
A King in Chains, and Crowns in Vaſſalage, be 
Toraign in Pleaſure, ſhe has perform"d that Promiſe. 

Cel. A King my Slave? poor narrow-bounded Throne / 
Thin empty Bliſs; for in Poſſeſſing His, = 

I have loſt the Hearts le one bet _ eP 
Nay what has all-my mighty neſt made me 
* That cle deſpicable Wretch oe 
Oh the foul Bliſter, Cankers and Diſeaſes / 
Is there that humbleſt of my crinaging Flatterers, 
That waits th* upriling of my morning Smile, 
And pays me his ( All Hayl ) for the ſnatch'd bleſling, 
Even with thoſe Lips that kiſs the Earth I move on, 
No ſooner is his fawniag Face turn'd from me, 
But with a low reviling Eye puts forth 
| His forked Tongue and hiſles at my Shame. 

Roſ. Why all this fooliſh Murmur! Thus concern'd 
For that Courſe Vulgar Blaſt the Popular Breath ! 
Does your exalted Greatneſs want I heir Love ! 
It isenough they fear you. Fear the nobleſt 
Prerogative, 'twas Fear that firſt made Gods. | w, 
* "Ce. No, Girle, this Shallow Sophiſtryy — Foſ. Nay __— | 

OuC 


4 ths 


' Yaur Witches &d your Devils 

A ſure have doge their Part. And if-you wm 
A giddy roving naroncented Thoughty 

E'ne blame your owh unſatisfyed "= »=y 

If Womans vain Ambitian covets- more | 

Then all Hell has go give, '1 ang ar but Womans. 


Cel. But ob of 
' This publick Odinm of the 
Only fe Miſtreſs 6f his looſe” 
His burning Kiſſes all but F 
That little Ontly of his Love, bis 'Rof. His | Miftreſs! 
Why wou'd you be his Queen ? Ce. His Queen {Ay, that's 
A o_ u_ oe hone of er | 
Myriads- of pleaſures hallow'd Brightneſs; 
A' Solid Heaven of Conſtellated Bliffes, ra 
Subſtantiall Power, untainted Glory : Then 
I ſhould have Hearts as well as Knees to ſerve me. | 
Rof. His Queen !— Why truly Madain, fince your Wiſhes 
Muſt ſoar fob high, I kgow no 1p": rr oO 


1 hat hold their F Fiche 

The Eyes you wear, | oe = Ed. Hal 
Roj. Were Try Worn eV bethrees yhl ag, 

The golden Fruit would meet your reaching Hand, 

And fairly bid you carve your own Deſires. + 
Cel. The Gordian Bt remov'd ! and fairly carve 

My own Defires /——What Bar byt Heymbvia ? 

That feeble Thred— 1 hou dear > Devil? 

Oh what a mountain Thought of, vaſt 


Comes pouring ore me like a rolling Deluge. 

Ref. pntes Young Mirvan the Queens favonrite Fynuch, 
Waits for Acceſs as your po——_ Cel. Mirvan | 
Admir him. Emer Mirvan, ; 

Mir. Madam, amongſt the uvniverſall Koees 
'All bending to ſalute the riſing Son, 

Might poor [ dare timplore one ſiniling Beam. 

Cel. Puſh thy fair ſuir, and try thy generous Fortune. | 

Mirv. Then Madam, I've a Brother, and a Brother 
Not born like me to curſe his rifled-Cradle: 

A Brother- that. writes Man, and would write Nan | 
In Characters of Blood. A Youth that dares ; 
' As much as Courage 'can, or Honour ought. 

And tho? his praiſe ſaits not my Mouth, god ef. up 
Fair Tr uth her due, he wearsa Sw 
Too brave to ruſt, a Boy that wou 
And therefore begs by me your i tans 


= 
a 


_ 


. y 
- - 


| | _ ” - 
For a Commiſſion for. him. Cel. W thy Brother, © 
Sweet Boy, but fights with half the Grace thou ſucſt 
He might lead Armys: Well, kind Advocate, 
He have a Commilkon, and a Noble one. 
wv. Thus low my Kneeling Gratitadem— 

Cel, Riſe Mirvin—_ — ' 

This Boy well d— [. aſide. - 


Riſe, my prog ppliant, 
Thou Jour _ cal ſd winningly, there's nothing 
1 can deny to that petitioning Face. 
Mirv. My Face ! "Tis well 
I have a Face to beg a Ladys favour. ' [ «ſide, 
Cel. Well, gentle Boy, fach early Wit as Thine 
Tells me thou know'ſt the World. How daſt thou like 
The pleaſures of a Court! * Afirv. How ſhou'd | like 
What I want pow'r to taſte ? Cel. Nay, fye, my Boy. 
Thou wrongſt my Innocent meaning. Afayv. Then to anſwer * 
Your Innocent meaning with an Equall Innocence, 
That downright Truth your Bounty merits from me 
How «can 1 loye the Court who hate the World ? 


' % 


\ 
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Cel. For his fake !- 
Slave, that got me Man, 
Bribe of the Court Gold 
he got me —*- For which I owe -him + 
Curſes in his Grave, 
i whole loath'd Creatiog. 
Cel. How Mirvan if thou hate*ſt the whole Creation, 
hou muſt hate me, and "tis not ſafe-to talk with thee. 
Mirv. Nay Madam ( and beleive I Scorn to flatt.r ) 
Of all the hated World 1 love you beſt: . 
| Becauſe I fancy all thoſe Charms were given yau - 
Todo a little Miſcheif in the World, 
That darling Miſtreſs of Eyes dear Miſchief. 
. Cel. Hate the whole world beſide? and 1 along * 
The favourite! Nay this is kind indeed. 
But may I truſt that Kindneſs ? Air. Troſt me Madam !: * 
Now by thoſe Eyes I ſwear, thoſe _—_ Incendiaryes 
What -1s't I dare not do to fervethat fair Deſtruction. 
Play the proud Juno and command me Labours 
Like a young Hereales ; and if I hrink or tire - — 
Say P've a Soul as abje& and «s baſe 
As tlic poor frame the Imp of man that holds it. 
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. A Party to this Plot, a kind Aſſiſtant | 2 


**. . ww LY vom ” q l 
'\witha feeret eo - 


ious weight.  - Ce, The rareſt Tool ! 
ow the the more then Widow?'d Queen; 
Too fad a Mourner at your fatall Triumph  - 
In pure Deſpair for her deſerting Loed - © 2b 
Reſolves.this very night— Cel. Ohm == ae [aſide 
Mir. In a diſguiſe to leave the Court and Kingdom: by 


_ bury all het Sorrows in prong ag re, Fa 

e.'1o my beſt wiſh! [ 3 - For this Reli Voyage 
Who ſhould ſhe chooſe her Pilot but myſelf; -<- - 

Her ſingular Truſt of my confiding Truth,.. | 

Has pickt out Me, her only leading Guide 

T* her Mclancholy Cell. KY 


—4 


Peruſe this Letter, | 
Committed to my Care to leave behind her 
As her laſt farewell to her unkind Lord. 

Cel. Reads. I Letter. 

That I bave lov'd you 
y res the Tran 

r can bear s © ; 7 

Tour Ualiaorf @ bee the veg atal Canſe, when 1 thus fly from ſo much 


Inbumanity to the Arms of 4 kinder Heaven, 


Mir. Now Madam, as you like it, make your beſt ore. 
Cel. Oh Mirven || now I muſt belcive thou laveſt me, 
This is ſo kind a Truſt. Thou toldſt me too ©  - 
That thou lov*dſt Miſchief. Mir. Faigh, won'd You durſt try. 
How much I love.it, © Cel. Sayſt thou. ſo, my toy! , 
Nay then darſt thou be kind, and Tet me in 


10 hand this Mourning Wanderer to her Cell ! 
Say, darſt thou let me chooſe her Cloyſter for her ? 
Ar. With all my Soul. If dny Noble Spight 

Glow warm within your Breaſt, ſet it a x7.N 

At that ſweet Game form your own deareſt W 

And mould Your flave to ſerve you, | 
. Cel, Tomy Arms | | 

Thou kindeſt little Engine, ſerve me, but 

As the Rewards 1'le pay thee ſhall deſerve, ? 

And melt me iato Gold. Mir. Alas dear Madam, 

There needs not a Reward to buy wy Faith. | ? 

Be but your Great Deſigns what 1 can wiſh %etn, . ... | 

Without the needleſs Bribe of Gold or Treaſure, 

1 woy'd give Wealth to purchaſe ſuch a pleaſure. 


mY 


And firing wy Drapes CLotnogs | 
Oh Love! How unaccountable's thy Power. 

Emer Clariſmunda attended. 

Clay. From that loath'd Name 

Orone. From that loath'd; Name Orontes | 

To that lov'd Heaven, his cruel Cleriſmunds, 

He has commanded theſe Commiſſion'd d Knees 


So deaf to my worſt Foe, but my kind Patience 
Shall lend the Ear thou ask'ſt. 

Oroxs. Thus then by me 
That Sencenc'd Criminal ſpeaks. If by that faireſt Hand 
Deach ſakes his Glaſs, and waves bis Brandit'd Shaft 
If executing Deſtiny's gone forth, 
- And og of yer gi their buogry Yawn 
Fo his ador'd deſtroy Ar Pan 

© his ing 
Thus breath his Oh Brighe Madam ! 
If Tears that would welt Rock 7 Groam enouh 

To wake the Sleep of Tombs ; if tortur'd nce 
Above the very Pangs of loſt Eternity. , 

And to all theſe a Penitence {© true, | ® 
Fnough to unlock Heaven.--—If theſe, all theſe 
Might beg his Life from Cruel Clariſmands, — 

Clar. Could all theſe beg his Life -— 

Oront, And with that Life | 

ſmunds's Love. : a 

Clar. My Love! - Orous Thy Love, 
Dear, all Divine ! For without Love cis Death ſtill. 
Oh could that dear forgiving rake 
A pardon'd Penitent to thoſe dear 
Not Ranſom'd Slavery, not Life Reprieved, 
Not Crown'd Ambition, nor tranſlated Martyr 
Malf, balf  blefedn he? To thots fulr Eyes Eyes 
He'd raiſe thoſe Monoments of mighty Love 
Should oot-live Worlds ; and Time cloſe up 
His laſt Recorded Volume with the 
How blels'd Oremtes loved. 7 Miſtaken Advocate 


—— 


To nt, World with wy fo Lomas necighted, 
When 1 ſhall meer my great Forefathers Souls, - 
TTwould make me bluſhja.Heaveo. 
Orom. Too Cruel Fair! .. + 
Clar. Sir, 1 muſt hear 00more: G6 datngvns Wn 
This Anſwer, as my fix'd Eteraal Vow 5 11 5 ut 
I will have my Revenge : But: cell bim-t00- + on ms 
So much 1 owe to his Repenting Tears: - 
That when my Arming Wrongs that hunted Blood 
Shall ſpill, Vl] give the Executing Blow, 4 
Calm as the Pricſtels,at an Altar Kulls, 4 1104 
Yet ſtill muſt Kill, 
Oront. But can that Beauteous Prieſteſs 
Accept no gemfer Sacrifice, no leſs 
Appealing Victim than the Poor Orontes 
All ſtreaming Blood ? And is one” Thought anon, 
That ſtrange Impaſlible 2+: 
Clar. So much impoſſible, 
Perhaps beyond the Grave 1 way forgive his, 
Oa thiy ſide Death Lnmſt not 
Oront. Then dear Cruelty, | { Diſcovers bimſclf. 
Take, take my thirſted Blood. G ® 
Clzr. Good x> Gods, Oromes |; 
Oh King / Flow yearly the balk aby Gf andons 
Haſt put thy wretched Life into-my Power; 
And I muſt tamely take it, Hadſt thou mer 
My Nobler Vengeance in thy Armies head, 
Thruſt chy bold Breaſt againſt ten thouſand Javelins, 
Thou mighr'ſt have fall'n with Honour, Honour, King 
Bot now, now [ mnſt take this poor Advantage. 
(Thou kill'ſt Orſazes poorly.) 
Forget thou art a pn] Uncrown*d, Unthroned, 


adam, 
Clar. if-your theres, ent your blowing Grantor as 


Y 


An injur'd Monarch, and a Kingdoms ſhame, 
Can rouze your SWONdS-—i-coonn_ 
Orent. Strike, ſtrike 'em through this Breaſt. 
Yes, generous Perfiars, behold before 'ye' © 4 
The black Orontes, Sextbjor Tyram Lord, 2 
Stain'd in the Blood of Thouſand, Fhoufand Perfiant 3 
And the deplored Orſanes barbarovs Murderer, 
But bear me to the Tomb of your great Cyrus , 
There hew your Vengeance, carve my bleeding Heart 
A Sacrifice to Clariſmundy, \Wrongs,” ; | 

Clar. So pleas'd wich Fate | Then thowre%n love with Dex h * 

Oront. $a mach iv Love, that on-my Knees Pil met it; 
] wear a Load of uſeleſs Life about me; 

And thou*rt fo kind to eaſe me of my Burthen. 
Now Gentlemen, ptrform your Royal C ' 
Bear me to Death, to Death with the vile Monſter. 
Loaded with Chains, l-d forth a pabliel /SpeCtacle / 
To painting iJofamy aud hiſling'Scortt ; ; 

For that fair Doom will have it ſo. 

Clar, Will have it fo! 

Orant. Quick, quick, ye tedious Slaves 
Can ſhe ſpeak Death, 'and you want Wings to exccute ? 
Let not Crown'd-Head, nor King, thoſe t Sounds 
Tye up your Hands, thole forfeit Names my Cries 

And this wrong'd Fair—- 
Burt bear me to my Death, to Scaffolds, Gibbets, 
Stript to a Naked Dungeon Malefattor, 
Tread my cruſt'd Soul... 

Clar. Stand off ye Impious Villains ! 

A Monarch's Blood, and ſhed by Hangmens hands ! 

Oh, whither was my Flecting Glory going ! 

His bending Neck lwke a tame bleating Sacrifice, 
A-ſtroke beneath my Scorn...... But baſte A4r/acey. 

Raiſe all my Perſian Guards, and in their Head 

Go, bear him back, back to his moving Armies, 

Safe to his headed Legions, There oroutes, 

At the Proud Froat of alt thy Royal Squadrons, 

With Groyes of Spears, and walling Shields around thee, 

" Rich in thy Creſted Plumes, and Glittering Steel, * 
Worthy the Perſian Swords, and Clarifmunds Veugeance, 
Strike then my Arm of Fate. 

Oront. Oh wondrous Hogour ! 

Even'in amazing Cruelty ! 

Clar, Yes Scythian. . \fi 

Though all the Perſian Bolts 


> 
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Oroae, So brave @ For | w— 
Clear, Reſerve thy Sword thy Anſwer: 
Arm'd at the head of flaughter'd Fields, there Scythian 
Fall-thy great ſelf, Die warm my Royal Enemy ; 
To morrows hocter Veins my Vengeance pay : 
Thy Blood Oroxzes | cold to Day.” ( Exit. 
rout. Die. warm ! | Yes, Generous Foe, thy eavy'd Glory 
Shall light my Fire ; Deſpair to Fury turn : 
In ay aſt Flaſh my brighteſt Blaze ſhall burn, 
Thou Blood and Death moye on *gaiaſt all thy odd, 
Thy Wrongs, the Arming World, 'and battailing Gods 
For by thole Eyes a decreed, 
"Tis juſt I ſhould a {yon Vigim bleed. { Exir. 
Scene Changes. Enter Celeſtina, and Rojalin, 
Os The Bolt is ſhot, and now a Crown ſtand fair, [ ofide. 
Madam => - bat} To he at the News / 
_ AmaZz' Fo __" a mad young wife 
wr > = 9s _ 


Oh EEE ' Coy ſome ſtrange Deſpair 
Has cauſed this Secret Fli Rt, PHRnge to ſeek 
Some lolitary' Grot to nd Die, 
Cel. To Sigh and Die ! Poor innocent Simplicity ! 
* What if ſhe's ſtoln to ſome retiring Solitude, 
To meet a private Lover ? 
Roſ. How ! a Lover! 
Cel. Mack the Truth, I tel! thee 
That very thing a Lover. 
Kof. 'Tis impoſlible ! 
Such Tears, and ſo much Nuptial Faith —— 
Cel. Why, ll 
That's not | ws + Womans Truth like Womans Beauty, 
Is aot a thing Immortal. 
Roſ. Bur dear Madam, | 
Herminias rigid Principles of Honoug, 
And her fond Sighs even for her Faithleſs Lord, 
Admit a Lawleſs Love ! Cel. Though. it be Lawleſs 
1s it-not Love ftill, Fool ? Won atar a 


King. Dear Sovereign of my Soul, 


Hfio's 


*% 
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 Afis*s fair Pride, and Per * Ss hes Oltiphadrs A*AS9 
Thon all amazing Brightack to my Boſom, | 
Wo ko di + LE ART I 256 20 
e Tran of my Joys: bears 1.) 19H 
Till look” down Fac poor uti brm __ -,v6A 
King. Look down indord, thaw does Woinmminat Fair, 1 07 (21 / 
Whilk thole poor Under-Worlds all bluſhing own Y 
Their whole Creation, cannot match theſe Eye, aL, 
Cel. Nay, now you flatter.. "0 
King. By thoſe Kwectodewgor, 'S 4 MN MH 
For thine are Charms above'the reach of Flatoery: 61 
But, Madam, r'add one Trophy to your Eyes, 
The poor Reſenting Queen (would(t rhou believe it) 
Is this Night fled from Court, 
Cel, _— our | pittied Sweetneſs ! Ach 
King. Prit kind, and Read this murmucing f 
A Farewel Letter ſhe has left behind ber. 


Celeft. Reads. 


That I bave Loved you to a Superſtition, planted my very Heaven in 
K Love. Tour U Pe, gy 4" p Fatal Cauſe whe [ has 
fly ———to the Arms of a kinder Heaven. | ; 


Hermiaia.- 
King. That ſhe is gon, dad; th angry Cauſe that drives ber, . 


Her Letter ſpeaks too her 
That ſhe has wrap'd i Pers wat = wat 
I muſt be kept in Darkael? fro that Secret. 

Gel. Darkneſs and ory Av ps there any thing 
In this plaio, caſie, naked 
Writ in that Cypher that ic wants a Key to't ? 

King. Why, Canſt thow Read her meaning ?. 

Cel. Fie, my Lord, 
Can you not Read it ?——Wwhy this idle Queſtion ? 
You will not Read it, Sir. And *ris ſo generous 
| love you for this goodaets. 
| King, Will not Read it | 
+1 # Ce, Ay, will nor, muſt noe: And 'tis Noble in you. 
6] A little innocent Ignorance is ſometimes 
x _ Virtue, worthy-even a King. 

»e. Madam, This is all Riddle ! 

Co Riddle !——— Nay, Sir, as if you did not know 
| Where, and to whoſe Embracing Arms e's gon, 


— ing, Arms, aud Empraces | | _ 


j 


© 


We little guels the pains of lighted Lore. 
ir bas took the -v remedy. 
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_ ſhe's ſo kind to materir; 
And you re are kd $0 wi ble Flier | 


oy mate wa you — Conbident of her Flight, 
Or is there ought coucht in that myltick Scrole 
My ſhallow Reaſon has not depth co-tathom} 
If fo, *twere kind; you weukd rtioftrudtl my atakneſs, 
Cel. Nay, if you'll force me-then to \-wy tlaterpcccer, 
Texplain a Ladies bluſhing weaknels Mark Sir——— 
She tells you firſt ſhe lov*d © a Superſtition, 
Planted her very Heav'n in your- embraces. | 
And when ther-ſlighting: Heav'n forldkes' her, 
Tells you, as honeſtly, to _—_— room, . 
Sheas choſe the Arms of a much kinder Heav'n ; 
And yay what Heav'n, what Arms, but kind 7 Jerane: ? 


7 Brother ! ha! 
to thi Cam 
to meer him there. 

ng. God's! *tis Fnpbiible. ; 

Cell Nay, tv convince you, 

"Tis now ſtale news, even Boys and Varlcts talk it, 

King. Contdfion: ! 

Cel. The young Mitkew, Sir's, ty Oracle. 
That vſhering Squire to Her amorou, Errantry : : 
/ The Boy (as Boys will talk") rhe mighty Secret 
Alas, _ weighty for his render ſtrength, 
Amongſt his ſmall Companions at rheir parting, 
Droprt it behind him, 460 the Tale chus handed 
Amongſt my laughing Slaves i reache- my Ear, 

King. So hot my Minjon, 
A follower of a Camp, 


A Leagner Devil. 
EG... 5 gn you're too unkind. What has ſhe don: / 


ber, Sir, ſhe Youth oo Beaut 

Cr TREK Gre #blofit; 
yon ſav —— forſaken ths nth,” | 
It CR harmleſs freedom. Is fo preat 


A Fault in our pgor Sex to look abroa 
_ tor borrow what weve loſt at home ! 


yay ay ens tt oboncy, 
Cel Oh fie i, ſuch hard Words, a ſack {ad Names ! + 


Cnkcs } tb Li 
vas the Veins of Statues. Had ſhe 
The private Wanton, took her ſca 


i Kg WY | 


In Groves or Shades But in 
To run Ca Camp, a lp Of Co, ine giu7i29! 1107 
Before Two hundred thouſand Wigneſles,. nad of 13100) 


" Like a trail'd Scent for the whole tiuazing World 
To run me down a Monſter - 
Cel. Now the kind Gods defend your Sacred, F< | 

"ay all this Rage ? = hy | 
ng. Death / Ar an mies head, v6 $/ 
The Dio of War to tune X 


'Larm'd to Luſt, and Trumpeted pl che 


Cel. Nay, if Ithought | | bculd have rad, thi Storm! dds 
oy oa Now, by the JFame of all my Royal xy —q_— 
| That hepeath the Duſt, CTA — T = 
fl how \ Mercy on em — ---— Mm | 
Cel. How, Sir, Mercy! tr T4} v1 
Kin Bring the returning Fiends but to my reach; $ 
NoſWerceding Vittory, Crowns, | Laurels, 
{ The Coaquer'd Scythis, o95, Oroares Head id 
Shall buy Their forieit Lives, 0 7 
Cet. ow, ih Sir, their Lives {\Oh Heavens whatbaye done( l 
King Madam, forgive apts & 41po—orpee YG 129% 
- And think no common Fire my - Wars, 
When it has pow'r to me from theſe Arms. (Ka... 


Cel. Both, both their Liyes 1 hs Swnt 
[4 gab Lops Arg ws > : 


And 1'll rake care thou — $14 
Yes, through their Hearts my. path to Em vg talk .1 Oo 

Chalk'd out fo plain my Devils muſt hoot e" 43 1 
f in ſo fair a wall 1 i my may oy 


JOug, . A Conp;. 
Mirv. Command the Chariot to 
Deen. Where is thou lead'ſt me, Boy.) | 
Mirv. Toa Cloyſter, Madam. 
The ſilent Cell for your repoſing Sorrows; 
: is this my SIN 4 diethinks ——— 


Miro. Nothing, dear Madurh ;"oofy executed 1011000 1 
Your dread Commands. ; of 
Sneen, Mine! © | d 
Mirv. Since the Glorious'chice | 0 
Of your retiring Solitude, # tive © ©, | 
Worthy © a Saint, was-Charge; roo weighty 
For my young Years, I have conducted you 

} Tygranes # 
, Yes, Madam, that that generous Prince's care 
May be your Nobler Guide, and*kindly finiſh 
That Sacred Truſt my weakneſ&undeſerves. 
Sneen. Good Heaven! The Prince! 
Mirv. Madam, I have fent for him. 
Pardon th'officious Zeal of poor Slave, 
Thou raſh Boy © Emer Tygrancs, | 
Mirv. And fee he's here. i 
Tygr. Madam, a pleaſing, but wing Mcſagze | 
Told me, that o leer be amp 
My Camp thus Honour'd with her Royal Preſence, © 
Was pleas'd Chave fome Commands for Tygranes, 


Nneen. Commands, Tygroucr | No, that idle Boy, 

That neaghty ting" Ob Prince, all ſion. 

Tygr. Let not a faine'defire check your fair Thoughts. 
your Vaſſals Obedience 


91142, 08 #150 


ay.” Ag ny Sifence 


Tormenting Pangs have brooght'this wretched wanderer, 
Stoll'n from-a hated Court 7 1s 


gpreſcribes our ſeeking 


1 7 : 


I? a y 9945 1,0 , 
n Tree MS EIT 
_ Soul fo near, / . 


— ” w_ hs. Ww 


375 


of 


Normore 
my Hoſe 


FR 
1, FE 


: : | 
LanadagepE EH, : ; 


ft 
En 


= 
=2 


. 


% 
.. 


ſlain. 
can write Victorious, 


Foes in Battle 
and the great Orontes 


turning bome Viſtocious. 


A. 
=zIT x 
LEE 
—_ refit IFHE 
% 1, Tal © th: (HH: 


, 4 
- FIPS on CY = - Y os = % 4% 


; 


F| 
£ 
ly 


: 
F 


T2 
: 


| 
FE 


\PÞ 
: 
7 


Ee 


C 


LD 


The Baſis of my Pyramide. 
It is + little bard, thou 
To cut ſo keen asf £ 


controuls 4 JT QF | 
That agen by = PUOINR ICI > [Ex | 
kwver Ty Herminia.: aad© ; Prife | 
/ . 1 Atten. & nobler Game of Glory tic'er was play'd : 
-  Fdrrune ſet high; ns Kingdom on &f Battle, 
And one bold Throw has fwept the mighty 
2 Anes."By this dear Sun that faild to fee - 
The richeſt Crimion'that | | 


= 
- 


ſt ar thy/ill Chance of 


Tygr. If thou repineſt ar þ Ww 
- Blame thy bad Cauſe, If ayertaking Deſtiny oo: 9 -— 
Has dea!z thee that hard Lot that docs riot pleaſe thee," \ "x4 
Remember King thy. Ruine is no more - : AERIE > Pho 
Than thy Deſert, thy Puniſhment, Oronies : | ” 


And (ulferers are not chooſers of their pai. —— | | al 
. But to periocm my laſt joſt Rites of Vitory, «> by 
Thou Orimon, go Viſit oar wrong'd: Siſter; | 
And in a Brothers Name bear her that Trophy : '» 
A preſent from her owo T riomphantVeugeance, 

nt. To Clariſmunds | My to00 generous Gonqueror, 
This is {o kind, 1'l! thank thee for this Goodneſs - 
Even in my Grave :- For Oh !. a Grace ſo high, > | 
Thou givelt me leave at thoſe dear Feet to dies x 


Tygr. But hark, tlie Ting approaches eos how Wl 
. But hark, a : 
My. Beauteous Charge I ws ch Champion now : © - 
A prouder Cauſe than all my Scythian 'Conqueſts- . 
My Royal Lord, low i nr ered Fer \ 


.' 


L 
= E 
Þ a 3 & 
E= SH #09 22 7 : 
2322 87 3'4] "4 
22398 3þ is 3 
HH Shale x3 
C4 . 
Nth HAH . 
z ny A 
FP Ter © £ | my he Y 
- CHE XN "5 <a £2"&8 147] 'Y 


anery if the Toil-<.._ 


; e XL. bane Line, 


e 
eſt-Loc on Earth, ys chaſe 
The faireſt Crown in Heaven.” v. , 


_ SPIES IS 
; "— 4 + HT = «4 
Fate: nh 
| of # [4 
EA EL -- 


C "% f « © = 3 : 5 : , 


WS FI m1 1 


" [7 y - 


he» 7 


Treaſon, and = ed; ve ad to 
The-Tnnocent, nh ,/ The Marty 
of FROG, and- DT rides | 
Are ſo Divine 4 care of P , 
That if no web Ju #7 hay ta + em, 
The very Prodigies of 419i up a-and al 
Their _ 2m a zmpions. 
ough thou muſt. 
to death lead on. 
my Grave. 


Pult f ors thy Fate with min? Thy Blood Tygraner 1 


This is too muc ay, fo nh, oy How ſhall [ wake 
My laſt great A | 


For thy uaha 

Thers 1 can ij dou 1 ny 

\ _Thgy. A rear, that alc gich, Þ 
When ach | 


lor 


T*obrain in Fon | th: 
i an ot wie 6 T 


2195 12,0 l 
Brunt oft hats 


Due 
S 820 
25D Fo 
E 


BF ETEE. 


: 


pe 
<.z 


- 


1th 
Fan 7440 


At 
Ls + 


ai aA 


—— 


er 


Wai ſtay, 


i Be 
Ws .- _ then to a Cell I'll 
"XY | There my<dear Winding-ſheers, 

| Sweet Deatt's kind call with bonding 
The Trump to-my great £ 


Scene Changes, Emer Celeſtina end Roſalin. 
Roſ. What can this mean! Not Linacy more wild ! 
Her wander'd R-aſon, end diſtrated Senſes Se) 3” 4 | 
Scung with t t nay Tg — | þ 
Cel. Huſh, Mir»an! Not '« word, — Should Boys tell Tales... þ 
Not for a thouſand W .. Ml have the -_ 


Shot in a Marble Cheſt, 'lock'd up. ip 
Deep as the Center of the groaning 


"[Bxit. 


Work 


Winds whiſtle 1 | 
Cel. Keſalin | Ba, art thou here! _ 


. ” 
"0T a 
WHO) C 


TT ” «a % 4% 

l 1 _ _ * 
$89.1 201009 27 43A 
22 16 B12 7 0% 


o = d 
o 'y Fe ” 


. 
3 - - 
| Bhs: . 
: = . 
. xr % 


- 


: 
, 


' Rof. Gracious Heayn | BY 
. Cel. Who talks of Heav's ? Oh 'tis a Golden Palace 
Where my kind Mirvee, Fove's dear Hacking Oenimatte, 


or 


+ Roſ. Oh my Fears! To 
There's ſomething ralks in theſe wild Dreams / 
Ctl. Fear Relate, | . 
What canſt thou fegr, my Wedding Robe wore pleaſe me / 
Ah no ! cis dyed in chat deep Royal Crimſon © 
.Not all the Waters of the Sea can whiten.” . 


Enter King, Attendants, and Guards. © | 
King. What's this I ſee ! Why this diforder'd fratne! 
is this a Dref Þ 5 this » Brow, wheb Diddems 
Wait your receiving Hand. The canker'@ Sweets © * 
Of Lawleſs Joys no ISS, | 
of Perſia. 


Prepare to mount the 


Eh a. 


thee Murder! 


ah 
he Filly 


I* 32688 


SETS 


ME 


Do HITEE: 


ZapT'® 


orgy ne yen pur 
And by 
E-y 


In 


"or 


= 
& - 
. w 7 
- 
- i 
, 
_ 


I OO COPS LO OOTY TT 
o G «<< | ' * z ,- _ I 5 ' - da "E. 
Y . : L | & a» "i "7 "4 oY 
- "us . Irs : 'T. 
l > Lag \ *%_s , Y nd 
” \ I - PX 7 R 


_—_—— - 91-198 5 VIV 
ITS Axtrt-wrad % 
avg Ars 


bh. Brod 

RIPE" 
wiuanboarpanaaburds; Pavan cn wm ado ann. 
", 
a þ ». 


id * 


EP 


"Ar A wad Keck | 
ore og d Dots 


| _— . 
> NeathOs 


AI Lt ESE % F 
nk ts has Das wares "nou: 
\3 ute TI \ * "A 


5 
\ 
y 


os 
.- = 
4 


Ss "I NO 


25 Ds, NIN i - 
van. 1 mY O32? WR, 


RC 


AL > 1 RNA Ws 


